Il8                                     MEANWHILE
There were some moments of silence.
4 This man at Torre Pellice/ began Mr. Plantagenet-Buchan
in a reflective voice, 6 this man i am proposing to visit, has a very-
fine taste indeed. Fie collects. He has a curiosity and a liveliness
of mind that I find most enviable. In these times of conflict and
dispersal it is rather nice to think of a collector - and of a few
minor things anyhow being put out of immediate danger of
breakage.5
He paused. Miss Fenimore made a purr of approval and Mrs.
Rylands instructed Bombaccio about the fresh tea. Mr. Planta-
genet-Buchan continued meditatively.
e One sort of thing he collected for a time were those prostrate
trumpets of coloured glass in which the early Victorians put
flowers. "Cornucopias", I fancy they were called. Typically
there was a solid, heavy slab of alabaster-like substance and on
this the cornucopia reposed and often by a pretty fancy its lower
end was finished off by an elegant hand of metal and the cornu-
copia became a sleeve. These cornucopias may have interbred a
little with those cups they call rhytons which end in a head below.
There must have been a great abundance of them at one time in
early Victorian England, and they are still to be found in con-
siderable variety, in purple and blue and coloured glass and in
dead white glass with spangles and in imitation marble. At one
time no dinner-table could have been complete without a pair,
probably matching a glass epergne. My friend discovered one in a
little back-street shop in Pimlico. At first he knew so little about
these things that he accumulated single ones and only realised
later that they must go in pairs. He was happy for a time. Until
he began to detect the tracks of some abler seeker in this field.
Another - others perhaps - were collecting. He came upon articles
- in the Connoisseur, in other art magazines. The situation became
plainer. The harvest had been gathered in. Mr. Frank Galsworthy,
the painter who has that beautiful cottage garden in Surrey, had
got so far ahead with them, that my friend could not hope to do
more than glean after him. So my friend turned his attention to
Welsh love spoons.
cDo you know of them? Do you know what they are? They
are wonderful exploits in carving. (Thank you, that is exactly
as I like it. One lump only.) They used to be made - perhaps
some are still made - by Welsh lovers when they were courting.
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